The initial veneer of the album suggests a supercilious world of sound but not of mind. The palette is experimental for metal music, with gurgles and groans throughout all the tracks. The first band to come to mind is Agalloch, and the influence is clear. The percussion is experimental, with rides waving their way through the muddy waters. There are sampled sections denoting regret and suffering, true to its namesake. Not the happiest album, and it's long for what punch it packs. One imagines ice dripping and re-forming in a snowy Scandinavian landscape. The devourer worm sits askance the tracks, the source of gurgling and groaning. Folk metal comes to mind with the guitar. Round delayed effulgences shimmer and sway to infect the landscape with poison. It seems simple for what it is, but like the album suggests, there is little to be done for the illusory nature of the dying trees. The quality is overturned like a rock hiding an infestation of maggots, and there is a hopeful but plaintive acoustic guitar met with a greeting of death salvaged from similar-sounding shoveled dirt. It is in this sense self-contained. Several of the elements take full swing here, with Truth and God finding a glowing display peeking through the drained but chugging folky acoustic guitar, which remains the same in regard to the slow trickle of the other species in the mix. The superstructure settles like a fine film of snow over the Black-to-comm-esque album cover. It is a free album, at least for the time being, the author's definitive bread and butter. The key that unlocks the deeper resonance is found in visiting but not being overwhelmed by one's suffering. "Let the right one in" becomes engorged upon the overpass, with cars filling with sludge in a rotary seclusion, spinning their tires in a futile effort to maintain order, though the sound adheres to a certain order. It is a perpetual smoke-clearing endeavor, infused with tribulation but masquing geothermal pressures tuned to a warm feeling, though simple. The core of the earth swarms with thousands of microbiotic ameobas venting the sea floor with ancient wisdom, powering the houses dotting the landscape in a nightlife suggesting depletion and failed certitudes. Truth underlines the harvest, demonstrating proofs waywardly mixing snow and fauna in a microcosmic taiga, swarms of black clouds overlaying the pristine auras of haloed music, asocial gleamings celebrating life despite the inevitable fear of decay. Soldiers of glory relinquish their grasp on the orbs of fantasy-inflected caves, frosted over in hibernation but still reeling with drunken sameness. Minstrels would stay away from this music, rooted as it is in deep depression but set up to overcome problems. Diamonds materialize in the snow, re-inforcing life but hovering at constant speed through the din pockmarked by the stray gaslamp. The steady hum of gas marks he whaling Norwegian mentality, cycling through the murk of different metal genres hastily clapboarded into a homogenous milieu. Signage of city life enters a subtle trend on the side of the stage left, inflecting the phonemes with a subtle power going well beyond their years, a patience golden that pierces the acid rain with scurrilous sneaks and vagabonds. Idle chatter finds little candle-lit vigils that redeem the penitent, a heady brew of subjonctif ale whose wives ridicule the populace for the inherent stain upon which the coffee beans bring calico.  Demonstrably unsculpted, the black idols weave through this or that sort-of corny strained voice a note of impious and frugal interstices which relax the general malaise into a suggestion not becoming of its mroe hidden, sheik-like nature, a rogue settling lofted over shifting sands. Like Hermes stealing the cattle from Apollo, the hesitance to expound upon a distinct idea flees before the notion of renunciation of earthly vows, and this, the homogenization, is the key note of the album, ultimately part of its appeal. Timorous spindles evoke an economy in shambles, marquing the inns and ferries with a sombre cast, stage right appealing to more inner sensibilities in the rating process (3.5). Sea shelves collapse and re-form, with recondite glows finding no addictive structure on which to cling, but instead the beauty of repetition bringing the soldered components blow-torched, and smoked in the water. Towers reveal their phare share of light in the darkness that casts a grumble of thunder belched forth by a god placed in limbo, his un-doing misting the caves with sudden mechanistic vileness. 